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Now if you arc a maide,anfwer to this* 

Hero . I talkt with no man at that howcr my lord* 
T'rince Why then arc you no maiden. Leonato, 

I am fory you mufl heare:vpon mine honor, 

My felfe,my brother,and this gricucd Countc 

Did fee herjiearc hcr,at that hovvre laft night, 

Talke with a ruffian at her chamber window, 

Who hath indeede mod like a liberal! vilLine, 

Confeft the vile encounters theyhaue had 

A thoufond times in fecret* 

John Fic,fie,they arcnotto beaamcd my lord. 

Not to befpokeof. 

There is not chalhtie enough in language, 
Without offence to vtter them:thus pretty lady, 
lam for)' for thy much mifgouernemcnt. 

Claud, O Hero! what a Hero Iiadft thou bin. 
If halfe thy outward graces had bin placed* 
About thy thoughts and counfailesof tliy heart? 
But fare thee weil.moft foule,moft fairc farewell 
Thou pure impietic,and impious puritic, 
For thee ile loeke vp all the gates of Loue, 
And on my eie-liddes (hall Conie&urc hang, 
To turne all beautie into thoughts of harme, 
And neucr fhall it more be gracious* 

Leonato Hath no mans dagger here a point for rac. 

Beatrice Why how now co(in,wherforc finkc you down? 

Tiattard Come let vs go:thcfe things come thus to light, 
Smother her (pit its vp. 

Benedick? How doth the Lady? 

Beatrice Dead I thinke,hclp vncle, 
Hero, why Hero, vncle, fignior Bencdickc,Frier, 

Leonato O Fateltakenotaway thy heauy hand, 
Death is the faired couer for her fhame 
That may be wifht for* 

'Beatrice How now cofin Herof 

Frier Hauc comfort lady. 
• Leonato Daft :thou lookevp? v .. 
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about Soothing. 

fri>r Yea,whereforc fhould fhe not? ' 
Leonato Whcrfore? why doth not euery earthly thing, 
Cry fhame vpon her'could (he here deny 
The ftory that is printed in her bloudf 
Do notlmcHero,donotopethineeies:^ 
For did I th'inke thou wouldft not quickiy die. 
Thought I thy fpiritcs were ftronger than thy fnamcs, 
My fetfe would on the rereward of reproches 
Strike at thv life. Grieued I I had but one? 
Chid I for that at frugall Natures frame? 

0 one too much by thee: why had I one? 
Why euer waft thou louely in my ties? 
W hy had I not with charitable hand, 
Tookc vp a beggars illue at my gates, 
Who fmirched thus,and mired with infamy, 

1 might hauc faid,no part of it is mine, 

This fliame deriucs it felfc from vnknowne loyae^ 
But mine and mine I loued,and mine T praifdc, 
And mine that I was prowd on mine fo much* 
T hat I my felfe ,was to my fclfe not mine: 
Valewing of her,why fhe,0 fheisfalne, 
Into a pit of incke, that the wide fea 
Hath drops too few to wafh her cleane againc, 
A nd fait too little,which may feafbn giue 
To her foule tainted flefl% 

Ben. Sir,fir,be patient,for my part I am fo attired in wosi- 
der, I know not what to fay* 

Beat. O on my foule my cofin is belied. 

Bene. Lady,wereyou her bedfellow laftnight? 

Teat. Notruly-jiiot although vntill laftnight, 
I hauc this tweluemonth bin her bedfellow. 

Leon. Confirmd^onfirmdjO that is ftronger made? 
Which was before bard vp with ribs of yron, 
Would the two princes he,and Oaudio lie, 
Who loued her fo,that fpeaking of her foulcnefle, 
Wafht it with tcareslhencc from herjiet her die. 

Frier Heare me a little,for 1 haue only bin filcnt fo tong,& 
riuen way vntothiscourfeoffortune, by noting of the lady, I 
haucniarkt, G A 




